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Kidnap An Angel 


Author's Notes: 

This is an OLD story, written on my phone before | discovered Google Docs and Grammarly , but considering 
| posted She Was Real as the first of a new series, | thought I'd throw this one up as well for the 
JonandRichie lovers. 


It was looking a little sad.pathetic, really, so I've just given it a quick update and hopefully moved it into what is 
more my style currently. It has not had Esayel's touch, so any errors are mine and mine alone so please 
forgive me. 


Hope you like it. 


J 


Late one chilly Saturday night, Richie is sitting in the dark, in his living room on a big old comfy sofa, by the 


fire. 


He's sipping coffee and playing his guitar, lost in the moment. His soul is uplifted by the music his fingers are 
playing, and it listens closely. 


Out of nowhere a cold chill brushes over him and sets goosebumps running up and down his spine. 


His heart lurches and he clutches at his head, it's full of noise, as though there are a thousand voices 
screaming all at once. He blindly sets his beloved guitar down, as his phone rings. A knowing dread fills his being. 


"Dave?? What's happened??", he says hoarsely into the small device, already knowing, but confused as to how 


he knows. 
"R-Richie??? |.its.its Jon.", barely getting the words out over the tears lodged in this throat. 


"Th-there's been an accident..driving back fr-from the city. J-Jon was driving. A car T-boned us.. Jon took 


most of the impact.. It-its not looking good.can you please come?", he finishes in a small voice. 


"Call T, I'll be there as soon as | can.", he says calmly into the phone, his soul knows what needs to be done, 


and is resigned to the matter. 
He knows he would do anything for his brothers - even lay down his life for them. 


He banks the fire, grabs his keys, thankful for a change that he's not a drinker anymore, gets in his car and 
takes off down the road..speeding tickets be damned. 


Richie pulls into the Emergency car park, after short but agonising drive, and skids the car to a halt. 
He takes off at a run and barrels through the doors, yelling.."Dave? David?" 


A nurse recognises him, approaches to halt him in his tracks, and says, "Mr Sambora, please calm down. 
take you to the others, please follow me..". He follows her down to the end of the hall. 


"Your friends are down here for privacy..a room big enough for 2", she says quietly, "I'll let the doctor know 
you're all here." She walks off briskly, on quiet soles. 


He hesitates before going in, to take a couple of deep breaths and to centre himself for what's about to come. 
He opens the door. 


"Richie! Thank God, you're here, man", Tico says in his gravelly voice, turning at the sound of the door. 
Richie stops dead and just takes in the scene before him. 


David is sitting up in bed, head bandaged, arm in a sling, tears and worry etched into his handsome features. 


Tico is standing in between the two beds. He had been pacing with worry and not knowing which way to turn. 
Richie's eyes then rest on Jon. 


His vibrant, larger than life, lead singer, lying almost lifeless, bloodied and bruised, hooked up to machines that 


breathed for him, monitoring all small signs of life. 
Richie breathes deeply, holding it momentarily, his resolve strengthening. 


The doctor walks in and gravely says, "Hello, lm Dr Michaels. l'm glad you're all here now. No need for 


introductions, | just wish we could be doing this under better circumstances." 


"l'm afraid it's not good news for Jon, he's had significant brain trauma, as well as other bodily injuries. Those 
will heal in time, however, the nature of a brain injury is unknown He could wake up tomorrow with just a little 


memory loss, or he could be like this for years to come." 


‘lm sorry | can't offer you anything more positive, but we will monitor him closely and see what happens. 
You're welcome to stay for as long as you want. The police are keeping everything under wraps for the time 


being. I'll leave you for now, but if you need me, I'm just a buzz away." 
Richie and Tico both thank him and shake his hand. David is still too traumatized to speak. 


"Fuck! Dot and the kids need to be told, they'll need to come home from her sister's." Tico says, pacing the 


room. 


"Nah, man, it's gonna be alright, she doesn’t need to be told just yet", Richie says, sitting on Jon's bed, holding 


his hand, his gaze never waivering from his friend's face. 
"He'll be ok..it'll be ok" 


"How do you know, Rich! You heard what the doctor said! Look at him, man, he's not here anymorel", David 


yells at his friend, breaking down as Tico hugs him. 


"Davey..babe.. calm down and listen to me for a moment..both of you need to listen to what I'm going to tell 
you", Richie says quietly, but firmly, holding Jon's hand in one of his, his other hand resting lightly on the 
bruised chest, over Jon's heart. He feels the slow, steady rhythm that used to be as strong as Tico's drum 


beat, but it seemed to grow weaker with each thump. 
"Whatcha got, Rich?", asks Tico. 


"Close and lock the door, please, Teek? This stays in the brotherhood, understand ???", he looks at both men 
closely, as Tico gets up to lock the door. Dave's still sitting in bed, looking heartbroken beyond belief. 


Taking a deep breath, Richie starts. 


"We've known each other for what now? Almost 30 years? Remember, how | met you guys?", he asks and 


watches them both nod, small grins lighting their faces momentarily as the memories flood back. 
"Yeah, well, | was sent to you all.. To help Jonny here, make us all famous, to make dreams come true." 
"What d'ya mean by sent?", asks David, confused. 


"Well, sent by someone higher than you and |..hell, even higher than Jonny!", he replies with a small grin and a 


fond look over his shoulder. 

With that comment having been said, Richie looks at David and Tico, then closes his eyes. 

A shiver of something less tangible than electricity, but more powerful, pulses through the room, along with a 
light bright enough to make the other two men shield their eyes. 

They lower their hands from their faces, to see Richie still sitting where he'd been, and still in the same 
clothes, but with large, beautiful, translucent wings attached to his shoulder blades. 

"What..what the FUCK, Rich??", says Tico. 

"Holy shit!l", whispers David. 

"Surprise!", says Richie, ruefully, "Didn't expect that, now did ya?" 

"Now, | don't have much time.so listen carefully! | can save Jon! He will have some short term memory loss, 
so he won't remember the accident or any of this if he can hear us at the moment, but | can fix everything 


else." He takes a moment before continuing to speak. 


"The deal is, though, | give these up to save him", shivering his wings a little, "but | have to leave after that..! 


can't be around you guys anymore, otherwise it'll slowly kill me." 

Its a price I'm willing to pay to know that Jon will be ok and be able to live a normal life from today onwards. 
To know that Dot and the kids will have a husband and father; you guys will have our brother and our fans 
will have their idol", he says, standing. 


"Richie, there's gotta be another way, man, we can't lose you tool", David protests, struggling to get out of 


bed. 
"Yeah, come on Rich, you're just as important to us all as Jon is. We all love you tool", Tico says, roughly. 


"And | love you all too, more than you'll ever know! This is the way its gotta be, guys, I'm not making the 


plays here", he says taking their hands, to calm and reassure them. 
"W-what do we Tell everyone - Jon, the Family, the fans", asks David. 


"After the deal is done and Jon's out of the woods, I'll leave here tonight, go away somewhere..| dunno 


where.!'ll ring and say I'm leaving the band." 
"NOLNO!.no, there's gotta be something else, please?..pleaselll", says David, starting to tear up. 
Ill be ok, Davey, | promise.", Richie says, cupping his friend's face, brushing away a tear with his thumb. 


"Tico, you..you gotta be strong for these guys, please..", placing a hand on Tico's shoulder, "You can't tell Jon 
what happened here today, either of you, just help him, and each other, and the fans deal with their anger...for 


me, please?" 


"lll still be around, alive, | just can't be with you guys, if we do this..when we do this.", he says, correcting 
himself. 


"What happens if we say no?", Tico questions him. 


"Come on, Teek, you don't need me to verbalise it, do you? None of us want that outcome..this is what l'm 
meant to do..it's the only way", says Richie, kissing them both on the cheek before backing away from them 


and returning to Jon's side. 


"I love you, Jonny, with every minutiae of my body and soul, but these guys need you whole again..and | can do 
that for you, baby, but | won't be around from now on and | need you to know that I'll always love you 
regardless of what happens after this.", he says to Jon as he leans over to place a kiss on Jon's lips and one 
over his heart, permanently planting his love in Jon's heart, for him to find at a time in the future, when he 


needs it most. 
With that, he stands, one hand on Jon's heart, the other holding Tico's hand, who in turn is holding David's. 


"To paraphrase some band.. I'll love you guys, alwaysl", he says, as a shift in energy happens, the light appears 
again, equally as bright as before, but this time Richie falls to the side of Jon's bed, his wings gone. 


The monitors attached to Jon start to beep slightly faster than before, calling attention to those outside. The 


door handle starts to rattle from nurses wanting entry to the room. 


Richie bites his bottom lip, before kissing Jon one last time and embracing Tico and David with equal ferocity, 
their last goodbyes. 


"He'll be ok now..time will heal all wounds. You'll hear from me now and again, and l'm alway here for you guys, 


even though it might not look like it sometimes - you guys will always be my brothers and in my heart, 


always!", he says thickly through tears, as he grabs his keys, turns for one last look at the three faces he 
loves dearly, unlocks the door and pushes through the small group of doctors and nurses in the doorway and 
heads out to his car. 


Back in the hospital room, the doctor checks Jon's vital signs and is surprised when Jon starts to groan and 
his eyes flutter open 


"Welcome back Mr Bon Jovi, you've given everyone quite a scare, do you remember anything of what's 
happened in the last few hours?" 


Jon is silent for a moment, thinking. 


"Nothing after getting in the car to drive home..something's missing, though..can't think what..", he says as a 


tear escapes his eyes and runs down the side of his bruised face. 


THE END 


